fathers, without understanding their right sig-
nificance. When we perform worship according to
these forms we either do not know why we do it, or
are actuated by the desire to obtain some worldly
object. This kind of bhakti can bring us no solace
in our moments of grief. Real peace can be ours
only when we have offered ourselves up entirely to
God, and then do every thing for His sake and pray to
Him constantly for nothing but,

"To lead us from the unreal to the real; from dark-
ness to light and from death to immortality."

God is kind. He teaches us through our ex-
perience that desires are our enemies and sense-
objects are wombs of misery. Still we crave for them
and suffer. Whose fault? Ours only. Why then blame
God? We want lasting happiness by the enjoyment
of things which are in their very nature incapable of
yielding us such happiness.

God is patiently waiting for His children to
turn to Him with a longing to be with Him only.
When we do so, He at once takes us in His arms
and blesses us with immortal happiness, a happiness
not dependent upon perishable objects but upon Him,
who ever dwells in our hearts, the eternal Keality.
True bhakti is, therefore, nishkama bhakti; any
other form of it, however faithfully practised, cannot
save us.

Truly, Pitaji is a pure saint. When you write
to him next, kindly convey to him Bamdas' love
and namaskars.
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